The Safety Catch

"Will you step into my office now to discuss details?" asked Mr.
Trumper.

"Ah, yes," said Mr. Egge, rising. "Those details again."

CHAPTER THREE
I
HE who desires political empire in England must first conquer
Suburbia. This great truth was clearly recognized in Stinton
Street, and to this task John bent all his powers. This was wise use
of his time. To have been in the office would have been a waste of
it, and that beautiful inner room of his was now seldom occupied.
It was the background for photographs of John, and the setting for
Press interviews; otherwise, it was never used except when" Joe
Gearie went in during the lunch hour to sit in John's chair and
rather moodily imagine what it would feel like to be the Leader.
Before nineteen thirty-nine was more than a rather fretful infant
of slightly alarming promise, John had visited every suburb of
London. Not one Broadway or High Road but the red car had
sped along it; not one Branch but had enjoyed the stimulus of a
visit from the Chief; not one Peace Centre but had paraded its
members and its flags to receive him.
Poplar and Limehouse, Canning Town and Stepney, Chingford
and Chigwell, Waltham and Wanstead, Surbiton and Epsom,
Edmonton and Southgate, Ealing and Shepherd's Bush, Islington
and Hackney, all the points of the most urban compass ever seen by
a navigator in a red car, were visited and nurtured and instructed.
In every one of these places there appeared and grew an organism
born and fashioned and fed from the office at Stinton Street. At a
shout from Mr. Trumper there sprang up a body of Youths clad
all in white, lithe and resolute. At the behest of a plump blue-eyed
apparition, a Napoleon of organization, hot-foot and arm-waving,
halls were hired, streamers flown across streets and meetings con-
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